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To my wonderful family.

Thank you for always having my back.

“She kissed me.

She kissed the devil.

Only a beautiful soul

Like her would kiss the

damned.”






- Daniel Saint 
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Chapter One: Mirah
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A

ll of my life there has been a darkness burning inside of me. It threatens to spill out and creep in the under groves and roots of the world until it envelops everything on the land, water, and air. The darkness is hungry, starving even, and there is no satiation. I was born a witch, but I fear that I may become a demon.

* * *
[image: ]


The jingle of the bells on the store door wake me from my mediations. I have found that I have been struggling to focus more and more, worries from my past have been resurfacing and all consuming, but our little pagan store did not get a lot of customers, so I was not going to let this one get away.

I grin broadly at a young couple perusing our crystal selection.  The girl adjusts her dark rimmed glasses and smiles back at me, ruffling her pixie haircut. She tugs at the arm of her boyfriend whose hair was stacked into an impressively styled man bun. Hipsters. Thank god. They were our store’s saving grace.

“Can I help you with anything,” I call out politely. 

“This store is fabulous!” The girl chimes back to me, “It has such a great aura, and I’ve been dying to try a good crystal cleanse. Finals have been a killer and my chakras are so misaligned.” 

My eyes start to water, I’m trying so hard not to roll my eyes at this girl’s pretentious psychobabble. I can tell she doesn’t know a word of what she’s talking about, but thankfully, the occult has become trendy amongst college students, and they have been keeping our store afloat.

As I guide her through our crystal and gem collection, and explain the meaning and connotation of the different stones, I find myself starting to grow warm and beads of sweat started to form on my brow. 

I eyed my customers to see if they were having any of the same reactions as me, but as I watched them examine a piece of rose quartz carefully, I knew that they were not having the same trouble I was. 

The heat in face started to intensify and I found myself desperately wishing that they were gone. I take the stone that they wanted to purchase and make my way to the counter and watch them peak around the store. These imposters have no respect. A voice growled in my mind. I tried to ignore it, but I felt my face start to flush and the echoes in my mind started to roar. Show them what real magic can do, it whispered. Cover them in warts, turn the trinkets in their hands to ash. Show them real power. 

My body was so hot I thought I might burst. I gripped my tingling hands on the edges of the counter and panted. My eyes began to roll back and I felt my energy spike to wild heights. I think the boyfriend asked me something, but with the roaring in my ear I couldn’t hear him. The voice in my head had turned from murmurs to bellows, Burn! Burn them where they stand.

I feel my body start to sway and through the clouds of my vision, I can see the couple staring at me concerned. The hipster girl yells something to me that I can’t hear, but I’m able to make out the word “Help” on her lips. I open my mouth to reassure her, warn her, cry out to her,  but instead a guttural roar pours out of me and I feel all the heat in my body traveling to my fingertips as I start to convulse. I reach a hand towards the young pair and point a my index right between them. I stretch my mouth open even farther, so far that I can feel the corners of my mouth begin to ache. It feels like my mouth might tear, and just as I’m about to speak the spell that comes unbidden to my brain, I am suddenly whacked hard on the head and I fall gracelessly to the ground.

The blow, though painful, throws me back into my normal consciousness. When I’m able to raise myself from the ground, I rub my aching head and look around the store. Crystals have been thrown haphazardly around the floor and the hipster couple is gone. It seems that they made a break for it as soon as the opportunity was available. 

I groan as I turn to the back of the store, where I see my Aunt Gerta, holding a stag encrusted chalice staring ahead at the front door. With a resigned sigh, she shakes her head and places the chalice back onto the store counter.

“Well, it looks like we shouldn’t expect any positive reviews any time soon.”

I apologize as I grip onto the nearest table and hoist myself up. I can feel an egg forming on the back of my head and it takes a minute to try a find my balance. Once I steady myself, a voice calls from the back of the store drawing both my aunt’s and my attention.

“Enough of this Gerta. We’ve avoided this conversation for too long. Mirah needs help.” 

“She seems to be able to get up just fine. It was just a little love knock on the head.” My Aunt Gerta calls back.

My aunt’s partner Lila stands cross armed in the entrance way to the back room of the shop. Her short, grey hair is standing on end and her mouth is drawn into a sharp line of disapproval. I know that look. Lila has made a decision and there was no chance of getting her to back down. 

“I’m not talking about the hit. She had a spike of power,” My aunt Lila insists.  

“She just starting to come into her power, and just needs some time and practice to control it. It’s nothing some rest, study, and meditation can’t fix.” Gerta drawls trying to wave Lila away with a jeweled hand,

My aunt throws Lila one of her most charming smiles, but Lila doesn’t budge an inch, expect for the small narrowing of her eyes.

“You know that’s not true, Gerta. Stop trying to brush away what is happening to Mirah.”

“What is happening to me?” I interject. This was not the first time I had felt my power overtake me in the past couple of months, but this was by far the most powerful possession I had experienced, and the most dangerous. For the first time in my life, I felt that I was actually starting to get scared of my magic.

Lila turns to me and her thin lips drop into an even deeper frown, “I don’t know dear. That’s what worries me. I’ve never seen anything like it and...” she turns and glares at my aunt, “a witch develops into her powers when she’s thirteen. You were always a late bloomer Mirah, but at sixteen there is no way this you “coming into your powers.”

I look down at myself and almost chuckle. Late bloomer, was a serious understatement. Physically, at five feet tall, I was more of a never bloomer. Flat chested and petite, if I didn’t watch what I wore, I could easily look like I was twelve years old. But, Lila was right. Even though I never grew much for my height, my powers have always been right on track if not ahead of my age. More importantly, whatever was happening, felt out of my control.

“Mirah,” Lila begins, “Why don’t you go inside and rest for a little bit. I need to talk to your aunt,” I can tell be her tone that it’s not a request. It’s a command. 

I made my way to the back of the store, to the door that connects our house to the store, but before I cross through the entranceway, I turn back and see my two aunts whispering fervently to one another. Any trace of humor from my aunt Greta's face has been erased and in place of a bemused smile, a tight line forms across her face making her seem older than her years.

Looking at my aunt’s face makes my heart begin to sink. I know that if Gerta can’t find the humor a situation, then it truly is serious. I look down at my hands, trying to read the lines in my palms so that I could understand what was happening to me. As I stared, I felt my hands start to tingle and I quickly clutch them into a fist to try a force the magic away. 

However, the magic doesn’t fade, rather it travels up my arms and through my body in static waves. I can feel the power from the top of my scalp to the bottom of my toes. I am fully charged and I feel electric. I am lighting that is going to crash, and crash soon.
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Chapter Two: Darien 
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P

urgatory is terribly boring. I mean I suppose that that’s the point of it all, it’s to force you to think about what you’ve done and how you can redeem yourself, but as I sit in this gray waiting room lost in time, I can help but wish there was at least a magazine I could flip through.

I look around me and take in the bare gray walls and a few sterile white chairs. There is are no doors or windows, so the whole area is deeply claustrophobic. Above me are gray tiles. There are one hundred and seventy-two tiles. I have had more than enough time to count every single one multiple times. The room is lit by a single, buzzing light that is impossible to turn off.

I sigh deeply and prop my feet on the chair besides me. I was seventeen when I died. I don’t remember much about how it all ended for me. All I know is my last memory before the gray is a man screaming and a terrible cracking noise, like a firecracker followed by a bright light. I wonder if I was hit by a lightning bolt, that would be terribly exciting.

I stretch in discomfort and slink my back onto the floor, so that only my feet are resting on the chair. I can’t help but wonder how old I would be now if I were still alive. There is no sense of time in this dull abyss. I could have been here for minutes or years. It was impossible to tell, and the only thing I’m able to do in this room is think.

These thoughts are interrupted by a screeching noise behind me. Startled, I roll over to my stomach and yelp as a I see a large tear in the blank space of the wall. The noise, like nails on a chalkboard, increases steadily and I have to clamp my hands over my ears. The rip grows larger, but all I can see within is a dark tunnel. 

Crap. I guess the almighty have decided it’s the dark world for me. Well at least it’ll be a change of scenery.

As much as I try and joke, I can’t stop my heart from racing at the fear of what new horror laid before me. Suddenly, the noise stopped, and the whole room was filled with an eerie silence. The wall had become a full tunnel and I wondered if I was supposed to make my way towards it, but before I could even move a finger, my question was answered for me.

It started at first as a loud dragging noise, followed by the sour and smoky smell of ash and body odor. My eyes widened, as a gnarled head of some deformed creature peeked through the tunnel opening and then slithered with a slop onto the floor. 

I scrunch my nose, not just at the sight of this monster, but at its terrible smell as well. It must have been a person at some point, it still had some of the features. But time had turned it terribly twisted and rotten. 

It had no legs, but rather used its spindly arms to drag itself to where it wanted to go. The spine was mangled into large knots and its flesh was covered in red, angry-looking boils. When it finally made its way out of the tunnel, it looked at me with red, round, bulging eyes. It’s nose was pressed back so far into its head it all reminded me of some monstrous combination of a slug and a pug.

“Darien,” It rasped.

“Present.” I responded raising my hand. If I was going to be dragged into the bowels of hell, I at least want to have a little fun before I go. 

“My master has a proposition for you,” The creature grumbles on, apparently not amused by my antics. 

“He will help you escape your purgatory, and give you life again, but it comes at a cost.” 

“What kind of cost?” I ask lazily, “If this... proposition involves me losing my sparkling good looks then I’ll stay right here. I’ve always enjoyed my own company if I may say so myself.”

The creature blinks at me, one eye at a time. It doesn’t seem amused. That’s unfortunate.

“My master’s needs you to get someone to sign his book,” The creature gargles out, drool dribbling down the side of its mouth.

“And your master is? Details, darling, details.”

“My master is the king of darkness. My master is the lord of fire. My master is...”

“The Dark Warlock. Your master’s the Dark Warlock. Got it,” I prop my head on my heads intrigued, “Now that that’s clear, what is this book and why on Earth does he need me, of all people to play librarian.” 

“He needs you to get the witch to sign his Book of Souls!” The monster spits out at me, “You have a set of skills that my master needs. You had some uses before you ended up here.”

“What’s in it for me. I don’t exactly do favors for free.”

“If you can get the witch to sign the book before the next full moon, you will be fully be brought back to life with all the riches you could ever dream, and when you die, you will have a place by the side of the King of Darkness himself,” The cretin bellows at me, spittle flies from his gaping maw, “You will not suffer pain in the afterlife, but experience absolute power!”

“That sounds sweet, but what happens if I can’t get this witch lady to sign your demon book?”

“Your life ends and your soul belongs to the darkness itself. There will be no glory for you, just pain.”

I roll onto my back and stare at the bleak gray ceiling for a moment weighing my pros and cons. On one hand, I certainly didn’t want to stay in purgatory any longer and it’s not like I led a squeaky-clean life in the past. I certainly wasn’t afraid to get my hands a bit dirty. But on the other hand, stealing and gambling was one thing, getting some stranger to sell their soul is entirely different, and the idea on ending up the Dark Warlock’s lacky like this worm before me was not tempting. 

“What if I don’t agree to the deal at all?” I question.

“Then you remain here. Trapped as before.” The answer rings through the bare walls with a note of finality. I took a moment and looked around the blank existence that I had been surviving through. There was nothing bad here. Nothing good either. It was simply living in nothing, and it was all terribly boring and if there was one thing that I hated more than anything else, it was being bored. 

“Deal.” I called to the monster nonchalantly. Let’s get this party started.

There was a deafening silence, and for a second, I wondered if the creature hadn’t heard me, but then a ear-piercing shriek rang out throughout the room. I turned and saw the monster squirming in agony, eyes bloodshot, and screaming. Its mouth was open so wide, I could see the blood and decay of its jowls.  Finally, it clutched its deformed arms to its head and began to pull. It yelled and pulled and yelled and pulled, until the head split. The slug like appendages split. The whole demon was torn in half. As I inspected the carnage, I noticed a sleek black book had been trapped inside the creature. 

I gently picked it up and noticed faint script along the spine of the book. Before I could take a closer look though, the writing disappeared. It didn’t matter though. I knew that it was the Book of Souls, and before I could stop it, the book, itself, levitated and disappeared inside my chest, knocking the wind out of me, and making my veins burn. 

The deal had been made. I needed to get the Dark Warlock his witch, or I would end up worse than dead.  

I guess it’s time to go on a witch hunt. 
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Chapter Three: Mirah
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A

s I waited for my aunts to return, I paced around our small, plush living room to kill some time, and to try and shake off my nerves. 

Our house was not glamourous by any means, but it was every definition of the word “cozy.” A large, red sofa, worn in the seats, stood proudly in the middle of the room across from an ornate, antique coffee table. 

Beside the couch, was a sagging dark brown leather chair. It was claw tattered by all of the cats we’ve had over the years. The truth is, I have no idea how old that chair even is, we’ve had it as long as I can remember, but I do know that once you sit in it, you are bound to fall asleep in a matter of minutes if you’re not careful. As a matter of fact, one of many of our small, black cats was snoozing peacefully on the seat. 

There was no TV, my aunts were far too old-school for that, but against the wall were three large bookshelves. The shelves were lined with every form of text you could imagine: from books of philosophy to steamy romance novels that would make a sailor blush. Scattered amongst the shelves were a variety of knick-knacks and some family photos. Absentmindedly, I picked up a photo from when I was very small. I was on Greta’s shoulders, apple picking, Lila was laughing and swinging a full woven basket. 

I smiled at the memory and returned the picture to its place. There were lots of images of happy memories on these shelves, but there were no pictures of my mother or father.

In fact, I had no idea what either of my parents looked like. My mother died after childbirth, and I was given to my mother’s sister Gerta to be raised. My aunts told me that I looked like my mother, but other than that, they almost never spoke of her. 

As for my father, I knew even less. I was surrounded by women, which was great, but a part of me always longed for a father figure. Every time I tried to ask; my aunts would brusquely shove the question aside. He was not a good person was all they have ever told me. They were going to make sure I never ended up like him, they reassured me. As I grew older, I never asked more. I was happy with my aunts and saw them as my parents. I also didn’t want to upset them. Now I wondered what kind of darkness laid in my gene pool.

My thoughts were interrupted when the door between our house and the store swung open. I turned to see both my aunts marching into the room quiet and unsmiling. 

“Mirah, can you take a seat for a moment,” Gerta remarked to me, motioning towards the couch.

I tentatively sat on the edge of the sofa, desperate to know what my aunts were going to say.

“Your aunt and I have been talking,” Lila began. My Aunt Gerta’s eyes were trained down to the floor. 

“Your powers have begun to grow exponentially and your starting to develop skills that your aunt and I, frankly, cannot help you with. They are beyond our expertise.”

“So, what does that mean for me,” I ask nervously.

“Your aunt and I are just simple Hedge witches. We’re just women of the earth, but there are women who study and perform magic more of the other realm and we think that it would be best for you to go and train with them.” 

“You’re sending me away?!” I yell wounded.

“We are trying to help you. We want you to be able to better understand and control your powers, and there is only so much your aunt and I are capable of. This way, you will be around witches who can support you and give you the advice you need when you get these... power surges.”

“And you agree with this?” I question my Aunt Gerta. 

“I do,” She whispers, not taking her eyes up from the ground. 

I was quiet for a moment, swallowing tears. I did not want them to see how much they have hurt me with this information. When I finally felt in controlled, I glared back at my aunts, “So where are you sending me? If you reveal to me that Hogwarts has actually been real all of this time, I’m going to kill you.”

“It’s not Hogwarts,” Lila responded with an eye roll. I heard my Aunt Gerta let a small chuckle slip out, “It’s a coven. There is a group of powerful witches that has been training young witches like yourself in the woods of Massachusetts for years.”

“Why Massachusetts of all places?” I snark.

“Isn’t obvious,” Aunt Lila adds, no longer staring at the floor. “Salem.”

Of course. Salem was the witch capital of the United States. It only made sense that some secret batch of sorceresses would spring up there.

“How on earth does no one in Massachusetts no about a crazy witch coven? That seems like it would make the local news at least,” I question.

“After the witch trials, a coven of witches decided that women needed a place to go where they could practice their magic in safety. They needed a haven. So, a handful of the strongest witches banded together and used their strongest magic to protect the coven from unwanted eyes. Almost all of the witches who created it died, except for one. She became the first Head of the Coven. The Head of the coven ensures that the witches in attendance are safe and that the magic that protects them never falters. Those witches made a safe place to study true magic. It really is miraculous.” 

Do I have to go?” I whisper, “What about school?”

“The coven will take of your schooling,” Lila responds. I blink at them confused. Lila sighs, “You’ll take your classes online along with your training.”

I’ve never had a lot of friends. Most of my peers thought I was an oddball, and I’ve always preferred to work alone, but this was my home. I was comfortable here, and the idea of being sent away made me tingle with nervous energy. 

“When do I leave?” I ask. I hoped that I would at least have a little time to process this information, maybe try and do some research about the coven on my own. 

My aunts looked at one another solemnly and then turned back to me.

“Tomorrow.”
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Chapter Four: Darien
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I

can’t breathe. I can’t see. My hands claw around the smooth surface of what I assumed to be tile below me as I try to find some answer as to where I am. 

Slowly, I begin to catch my breath as specks of light started to dance around the edges of my vision. 

I closed my eyes tightly and laid in a fetal position on the floor in an attempt to recollect myself. The chill of the tile was soothing and started to cool my burning flesh. Once my breathing had started to even out, I opened my eyes carefully. After taking a second to look around, I let out a sigh of relief that my vision had returned.

Now that I knew that I wasn’t blind, I achingly pulled myself up to a cross-legged position and tried to identify my surroundings. 

It was all vaguely familiar, like the wisps of a dream that you had just woken up from. The walls were red and black. Posters of playing cards and velvet top hats lined the walls.  

Along the wall across from me, was a murky display case presenting strange artifacts such as stuffed rabbits, and masks. To me left was a pair of velvet ropes that must be used to form a line leading to a pair of bright red double doors.  

A magician’s theater. Delightful. If the Dark Lord wanted to see some card tricks, I could have whipped out a couple of
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